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Prayes on the iffuc of his Mothers body, 
And makes her Puc-fellow with others mone. 

Dut. Oh Harries wife, triumph not in my woes : 
God witnefle with me, I haue wept for chine. 

Mar. Beare with me : I am hungry for rcuenge* 
And now I cloy me wi th beholding it. 
Thy Edward he is dead, that kill'd my Edward, 
The other Edward dead, to quit my Edward: 
Yong Yorke,he is but bootc, becaufe both they 
Matcht not the high perfe&ion of my lofle. 
Thy Clarence he is dead, that ftab'd my Sdward, 
And the beholders of chis frantickc play, 
TWzdultcv^tc Hafitngs y Riuers ^Vaughan^Graj^ 
Vntimely frhothcr'd in their dusky Graues. 
Richardyct Hues, Hels blacke Intelligencer, 
Onely refetu'd their Factor, to buy foulcs, 
And fend them thither : But at hand,at hand 
Infueshispittious and vnpittied end. 
Earth gapes,He!l burnes, Fiends roare, Saints pray, 
To haue him fodainly conuey'd from hence : 
Cancell his bond of life, deere God I pray, 
That I may Hue and fay, The Dogge is dead. 

<%u m O thou did'ft prophefie,the time would come, 
That I fiiould wifh for thee to helpe me curie 
That bottefd Spider.that foule bunch-back'd Toad. 

Mar. I call'd thee then,vaine flourifb of my fortune: 
Icaird theethen,poorcShadow,painted Qneen, 
The prefentation of but what I was; 
The flattering Index of a direful! Pageant ; 
One hcau'da high, to be hurl 5 d downe below : 
A Mother onely mockt with two faire Babes ; 
A dreame of what thou waft, a garifh Flagge 
To be the ayme of euery dangerous Shot ; 
A figne of Dignity, a Breath,a Bubble ; 
A (queene in ieaft, onely to fill the Scene. 
Where is thy Husband now? Where be thy Brothers ? 
Where be thy two Sonnes? Wherein doft thou Ioy ? 
Whofues,andkneeles,and fayes,God fauethe Queene? 
Where be the bending Peeres that flattered thee? 
Where be the thronging Troopes that followed thee? 
Decline all this,and fee what now thou art* 
For happy Wire,a moft diftrefled Widdow : 
For ioyfull Mother, one thatwailes the name : 
For one being fued too,one that humbly fues : 
For Queene, a very Cay tiffc, crown'd with care : 
For (he that fcoriVd at me, now fcorn'd of me : 
For (lie being feared of all,no w fearing one : 
For fhe commanding afl,'obey*'d of none. 
Thus hath the courfe oflufticc whirl'd about, 
And left thee but a very prey to time, 
Hauing no more but Thought of what thou waft. 
To torture thee the oiore,bcing what thou art, 
Thou didft vfurpe my place, and doft thou not 
VTurpe the iuft proportion of my Sorrow ? 
Now thy proud Necke,bcares halfe my burthen'd yoke, 
From whichjeucn heere I flip my wearied head, 
And leaue the burthen of it all,on thee. 
Farwell Yorkes wife, and Queene of fad mifchance, 
Thefe Englifh woes, (hail make me fmile in France. 

O thou well skilfd in Curfes,ftay a-while, 
And teach me how to curfe mine enemies. 

Mar. Forbear* to fleepe the night,and faft the day : 
Compare dead happineffe,with liuing woe : 
Thinke that thy Babes were fwecter then they were, 
And he that flew them fowler then he is : 
Bett 'ring thy lofle, makes the bad caufcr worfe, 
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Rcuoluing this,will teach th^ho^^ 

My words are dull, O quicken them' . 

Mar. Thy woes will make them (W c ™ llh th 'n< 
And pierce like mine. V. *. 

Dut. Why foould calamity be full of W? >«• 

£». Windy Atturnies to their Clients W? 
Ayery fucceeders of inteftine ioyes * 
Poore breathing Orators of miferies 
Let them haue fcope, though what they will ' 
Helpe nothing els, y« do they cafe the hart 

Dm. If fo then, be not Tongue-ty d- co w k 
And in the breath of bitter words, let's fm ot h 
My damned Son,that thy two fweet Sonne* fl 1 , 
The Trumpet founds, be copious in exclaves ' 

Enter King Rich ard.and his Trake 
Rich. Who intercepts me in my Expedition > 

Dm. Ofte that might hane intercepted th ce 
By ftranghng thee m her aceurfed wombe 

From all the flaughters(Wretch)thatthouhaft^ 

Q*. Hid'ft thou that Forhead with a 
Wherc't fhould be branded ,if that right wer^u 0 ^ 
The (laughter of the Prince that ow'd tha7(£ " 8 ' ? 
And the dyre death of my poore Sonnes,and Br T' 
Tell me thou Villainc- flaue,where arc mv Ch\\l I' 

Dut. Thou Toad, thou Toade, CmyU,ldren ? 
Where is thy Brother Clarence } 
And little Ned Plant agenet his Sonne * 

£n. Where is the gentle ^utrs.VaugUnfir^ 

Dut. Where is kindc Hafiings} h 

Rich. A flourifli Trumpets,(trikc Alarum Dru m m„, 
Let not the Heauens heare thefe Tell-tale women 
Railc on the Lords Annotated, Strike I fay. 

Flourifb. *Aim$m\ 
Either be patient, and intreat me fayre, 
Or with the clamorous report of Warre, 
Thus will I drowne your exclamations, 

Dut. Art thou my Sonne? 

Rich. I, I thanke God,my Father,and your felfc. 

Dut. Then patiently heare my impatience. 

Rich. Madam J haue a touch ofyour condition, 
That cannot brooke the accent of rcproofc. 

Dut. O let me fpcake. 

Rich. Do then,but He not heare. 

Dut: I will be milde, and gentle in my words. 

Rich. And breefe ( good Mother) for I am in haft. 

Tint. Art thou fo hafty ? I haue ftaid for thee 
(God knowes)in torment; and in agony* 

Rich. And came I not at laft to comfort you ? 

Dut. No by the holy Rood,thou know'ft it well, 
Thou cam'ft on earth, to nuke the earth my Hell. 
A greeuous burthen was thy Birth to me, 
Tetchy and wayward was thy Infancies 
Thy School-daies frightfull,defp'fate,wilde,andfurio^ 
Thy prime of Manhood,daring,boId,and venturous: 
Thy Age confirm^, proudjfubtlc^yejand bloody, 
More milde, but yet more harmfull ; Kinde in hatred : 
What comfortable houre canft thou name, 
That euer grae'd me with thy company ? 

Rich, Faith none,but Humfrey Hower, 
That calf d your Grace 
To Breakcfaft once,forth of my company. 
If I be fo difgracious in your eye, 
Let me march on,and not offend you Madam. 
Strike vp the Drumme, 
Dut. I pry thee heare me fpcake. 
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-^pyou^eake too bitterly. 
tU' He*" me a word: 

For I fl»U " euet r P eakc IO thCC agai ' 
nf EUherthou wilt dye.by Qods iuft ordinance 
Am this warre cHou turne a Conqueror : 

ffiS g 25 and excreame Age (hall perifh, 

Sore take with thee my moft greeuous Curfe, 
,f • i, in the day of Battell tyre thee more 

( Prayers on the flfdUcrfe party fight, 
y d [there the little fogies of Edwards Children, 
Shifpcr the Spirits of thine Enemies , 
And £omife them Sitccefle and Viflory : 
LdV thou art, bloody will be thy end : 
f mc fcrues thy life, and doth thy death attend. Exit. 
%Thongh far more caufe.yet much leffe Ipinc to curie 
AbTdes in me, I fay Amen to her. 
Rick Stay Madam,I muft talke a word with you. 
6k. I haue no more fonnes of the Roy all Blood 
For thee to (laughter. For my Daughters^ hard} 
They (hall be praying Nunnes,not weeping Qoeehes : 
And therefore leuell not to hit their Hues. 

Rick You haue a daughter csAY'd Elizabeth, 
Vcrtuous and Faire, Royall and Gracious ? 

Qji t And mud: fhe dye for this? O let her Iiue, - 
And lie corrupt her Manners,ftaine her Beauty, 
Slander my Selfc,as falfe to Edwards bed : 
Tbrowouer her the valle of Infamy, 
So (he may liue vnfcarr*d of bleeding (laughter, 
I will confeffe (he was not Edwards daughter, 
Rich. Wrong not her Byrth,(he is a Royall Priticeffe. 
Oa. To fauc her life, He fay fhe is not fo. 
%[ch. Her life is fafeft onely in her byrth. 

And onely in that fafety,dyed her Brothers. 
Rich, Loe at their Btrth,good flarres were oppofite. 
Q*. No, to their liuesjilt friends were contrary. 
Ijcbl Allvnauoyded isthedoomeofDeftiny, 
Qu. True : when auoyded grace makes Deftiny. 
MyBabcs were deft.ind to a fairer death, 
If grace had blefi thee with a fairer life. 
Rich, You fpcake as ifthatl had flaine my Cofins? 
^h. Cofins indeed, and by their Vncklc contend, 
OfComfortjKingdomcKindred.FreedomejLife, 
Whole hand foeucr lanch'd their tender hearts, 
Thyhead(all indire<5tly)gaue "direction. - 
No doubt the murd'rous Knife wasdull and blunt, 
Till it was whetted on thy ftone^hard heart, 
Toreuell inthelntrailes of my Lambes, 
But that ftill vfe of greefe, makes wilde grecfe tame, 
My tongue ihould to thy eares not name my Boyes^ 
Till that my Nayles were anchored in thine eyes : 
And 1 in fuch a defp'rate Bay of death, 
Like a poore Barke^ of failes and tackling reft, 
Rufh all to peeccs on thy Rocky bofome. 

Rick Madam,fothriueI in my enterprise 
And dangerous fuccefle of bloody warres, 
As I intend more good to you and yours, 
Then euer you and yours oy me were harm'd. 

What good is couer'd with the face of heauen, 
To be difcouercdythat can do me good. 
Rich. Th'aduancement of your children,gentle Lady 
Q*. Vp to forne Scarrbld,thcre to lofe their heads. 
Vnto the dignity and height of Fortune, 
The high Imperiall Type of this earths glory. 


Qh^ Flatter my forrow with report of it: 
Tell me, what State,wbat Dignity, what Honor, 
Canft thou demife to any childc of mine. 

Rich. Euen all I haue; I,&and my felfe and all, 
Will I withall indow a childe of thine: 
S o in t he Lethe of thy angry foule, 
Thou drowne the fad remembrance of thofe wrongs, 
Which thou fuppofeft I haue done to thee. 

£ht. Be breefe 5 leaft that the procelTe of thy kindneffe 
Laft longer telling then thy kindneffe date. 

Rich. Then know, 
That from my Soule, I louethy Daughter. 

Qu. My daughters Mother thinkes it with her foule. 
Rich. What do you thinke ? 

That thou doft loue my daughter from thy foule 
So from thy Soules iouedidft thou loue her Brothers, 
And from my hearts loue, I do thanke thee for it. 

BJch. Be not fo hafty to confound my meaning s 
I mcane that with my Soule I loue thy daughter, 
And do intend to make her Queeneof England. 

Well then,who doft ^meane (ballbe her King. 
Rich. Euen he that makes her Queene : 
Whoelfefhouldbee? 
^f, What,thou? 

Rjch. Euen fo: How thinke you of it ? 

Qu^ How canft thou woo her ? 

Rich. That I would learne of you, 
As one being beft acquainted w ith her humour. 

Qu. And wiltthoirfearneofme/ 

Rich. Madam,with all my heart. 

Qu. Send to her by the man that flew her Brothers, ~ 
A patre of bleeding hearts i thereon ingrauc 
Edward and Torke y then haply will (he weepe : 
Therefore prefent to her,as fometime Margaret 
Did to thy Father,fteept in Rutlands blood, 
A hand-kercheefe, which fay to her did dreyne 
The purple fappe frocn her fweet Brothers body, 
And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withall. 
If this inducement moue her not to loue, 
Send her a Letter of thy Noble deeds : 
Tell her,thou mad'ft away her Vnckle Clarence, 
Her Vnckle Riuers 3 1 (and for her fake) . 
Mad'ft quickc conueyance with her good Aunt Anne. 

Rich. You mocke me Madam, this not the way 
To win your daughter. 

glu. There is no other way, 
Vnleffe thou could'ft put on fome other fiiape, 
And- not be Richard,thtt hath done all this. 

Ric. Say that 1 did all this for loue of her* 

Ottj Nay then indeed (he cannot choofc but hate thee 
Hauing bought loue, with fuch a bloody fpoylc. 

BJch. Looke what is done, cannot be now amended : 
Men fhall deale vnaduifedly fometimcs, 
Which, after-houres giues leyfure to repent. 
If I did take the Kingdome from your Sonnes, 
To make amends, He giue it to your daughter ; 
If I haue kill'd the iflue ofyour wombe, 
To quicken your encreafe, I will beget 
M ine yflue of your blood, vpon your Daughter: 
A Grandams name is little lefle in loue, 
Then is the doting Title of a Mother ; 
They arc as Children but one fteppe below, 
Euen of your mettall,of your very blood : 
Of all one paine,faue for a night of groane* 
Endu/d of her, for whom you bid like forrow* 
Your Children ^ere vexation to your youth, 

But 


